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while a course was being gone through and how he
skilfully managed to leave his plate as clean and
spotless as if it had been left untouched and without
food all the time. It was ten by the time we had
gone through our simple repast and sat round the
table talking. The Master then commenced to speak
and spoke on the most varied subjects. It was
apparent from his conversation that he was a widely-
travelled man who had a broad mastery of all the
varied phases of life and thought and had during that
time experienced strange vicissitudes of which in
ordinary life we can have no knowledge. He spoke
of his early pastoral life in the highlands of Persia, of
his later researches in the dark, distant caverns of
Arizona, of common plants and their wonderful
transmutations, and of the mysterious, atmospheric
electricity which will one day cook our food, light
our houses, sweep our streets, and convey us to the
four corners of the globe. In such varying and
absorbing topics the time passed fast enough and
the small hours of the morning began to chase each
other till it was getting on to four when we rose from
the dinner table. I had been travelling eleven hours
that day and being unused to sitting up so late I
felt very sleepy, and when the topic changed or
flagged it was as much as I could do to keep my
eyes open. But was the Master in a similar plight?
Not he. He had been travelling from Chicago over-
night and all that day and had been then speaking
continuously for more than five hours, but there
was not a wink of sleep in his eyes nor a trace of
exhaustion in his voice; on the contrary, he looked